3 5 4 i; 4A a 2 ; : K 8 x ks 5 i 3 " 'S * 9 N 25 5 nn 5 * my Abs "— * 8 8 * n ö ** wr _ 7 " = . N 
| 5 COD BER Bs DE 
W: A * & | , q , a : N 7 4 L kt v 
— 7 : 


v2 A.. 
TRIUMPHANT! 
5 OR, | | 8 
e THE GLORIOUS 
FIRST OF JUNE. 


Po 
ROMAINE JOSEPH THORN, 
. | AUTHOR OF 2 
CLITO AND DELIA—MAD GALLOP, OR A TRIP TO DE VIZ ES 
| RETIREMENT—BRISTOLIA, &. ' _ ol 


P BRISTOL : | 
Printed and Publiſhed by S. BONNER, CAsTLE-GREEN ;— 


and may be had of all the Bookſellers: alſo of 
T. N. LONGMAN, London. 835 


— — 693 oa Fo wt 


wenn n , 
— 


> re 


— 
hrs 
F 
yd. Free ln 
. 8 — 41 wt 


"34 * 
= 
mn 1 
7 
, 
) ; > 
* 
1 * 
i 
„ \ 
* 
by 
if * 
* 
4 
* 
t 
* 2 
: — 
* 
7 


HOWE TRIUMPHANT ! 


Aonan MAIDS, aſſiſt my humble Muſe, 
Who, fain would loudly tune her trembling lyre, 
In ceaſeleſs praiſe of HOWE's immortal name: 
Oh, leave, awhile, Parnaſſus' ſacred mount, 
Your bleſs'd reſort, and, kindly, to my breaſt 
A viſit make; there, lib'rally infuſe 
An ample portion of your rage divine! 
. thou, too, Thracian MARS, and yield thy aid, 
If, (mid the Warrior's Groans, and clang of arms) 
The poet's lay, thy notice, can attract; 
For, I ſhall not (as lately I was wont) 
In plaintive accents, and pathetic trains, 

Record a Clito's and a Delia's love, | 
1 . Or 


1 


Or ſing Retirement groves, and tranquil joys; 
Briſtolia's various charms ; nor hum'rous tale 
Of ſuch as ſcamper'd to Devizes town, 

With mud bedaub'd, and ſoak'd in plenteous ſhow'rs, 
And, who, when at the deſtin'd goal, arriv'd, 

Found bed, nor board! Thoſe themes, I wine forege 
For bloody war, thy own peculiar boaſt ; 8 
l ſhall confitute my preſent ſong... 


Now, when BRITANNIA, rous'd to mighty rage, 
Againſt the do. ſons. of Gallia's ſhore 

(Who, ev'ry law, divine, _ human, break, 

Who ſlew their Monarch, and deny their God) 

Her Fleet equipp'd; Immortal HOWE, ſhe choſe 
To watt her thunder o'er the boiſt'rous deep, 

And hurl her vengeance on the cruel foe. 
Great HOWE commands! and, forthwith he diſplays 
The Britiſh flag; his eager ſailors, ſpring 

Like bounding Roes, upon the lofty yards, 

And ſpread the ſpacious canvas to the breeze. 


Inceſſant 
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Inceſſant noiſe, and loud huzzas prevail 


Throughout the fleet, the while his gallant crews, 
With brawny arm, and chearful ſoul, uplift 
The maſly anchor from its wat'ry bed. 

Elate with Joy, their ſhouts, united, ſhake 

The neighb'ring ſhores, and, penetrate the ky 
With force ſo great, that, far above the clouds, 
The feather'd people, as they cleave the air, 
Receive the ſhock ; who, wond'ring at the roar, 
And terror-ſtruck, with palpitations wild, 


Their pinions ſtretch, and Ay the hubbub, huge.“ 


Now 


* Thoſe of my readers who are converſant with. Plutarch, 
will readily diſcover that I am indebted to that author for this 
idea ; and, that I may not appear to have exceeded the bounds of 
probability, I think it will not prove amiſs to ſubjoin the fal- 
lowing paſſage from his Life of Pompey. 


*« Incenſed at this propoſal, they ſet up ſuch a ſhout, that 2 
crow, which was flying over the Forum, was ſtunned with the 
noiſe of it, and fell down among the crowd. Hence we may 


conclude, that when birds fall on ſuch occaſions, it is not becauſe 


the 
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Now, cloth'd in grandeur, on the ſwelling waves, 


| Britannia's caſtles ride; her hoary cliffs, 


Like lightnings, ſwiftly vaniſh from her tars, 
Whole hearts exult to leave their native land, 
In queſt of Gallia's ſons. Oft, on the maſt, 
Th' impatient ſeamen, climb, and, longing, look 
O'er ocean's boſom for their tardy foes; 
Enrag'd to find them from their eager view 
So long with-held, they curſe their luckleſs fate, 
And, diſappointed, deem each hour an age, 
In which they're fander'd hs their wiſh'd-for prey. 
At length, the hoſtile ſquadron, from afar, 
Their raviſh'd eyes deſcry! HOWE, too, beholds! 
And greater tranſports ruſh upon bis ſoul 
Than thoſe ſuſtain, who, having long endur'd 
Each varied pang of poverty, and woe, | 
At 


the air is ſo divided with the ſhoe as to leave a vacuum, but ra- 


ther, becauſe the found ſtrikes them like a blow, when it aſcenda 


with ſuch force, and produces fo viclent an agitation.” 


See Lavgho:rne': Plu, octavo edition 1792, vol. 4th, Page 146, 
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At once, experience Fortune's richeſt gifts. 
Forthwith his ſhips, a gen'ral chace, comwenice, 
And, through the loaming waves as ſwiftly plough, 
As flies che arrow from the Indian bow. 
For bloody fight, the fearleſs tars, prepare, 
And clear the {pacious decks ; whilſt ſome deſcend 
With nimble Gep; adewn the winkte 


And ſnatch their hammocks from their ſecret births; 


_ Theſe, brought above, the gallant vellels* ſides. 
Are quickly fix'd around, aud, ſerve to ſcreen 
The jolly ſeamen from the miſſi ve ſhot. 

The ſailor, now, with love of-glory, fir'd. 

In mind, already combats with the foe, 

Nor thinks on ought beſides, ſave; lovely SUE! 
W hoſe dear idea, from his faithful breaſt 
Early the heartfelt ſigh: A moment's ſpace 
He ponders on her charms, then, full of Mars, 


Foregoes the thought, and ruſhes to Es 


*Tis tumult all! and, dreadful i is the din 


Of pond'rous cannon, rumbling on the deck, 


Whilſt 
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Wuilſt ſqually blaſts rebellowing through the ſhrouds, 


And ſhouts of ſailors, burning for the war, 

Augment the horrors of the dire alarm. 

Meanwhile, immortal HOWE, approaching near 
Proud Gallia's fleet, aſcends the quarter-deck, 

And, fullof ardour for his country's weal, 

In words, like theſe, his fearleſs crew, harangues : 

« Now, now, wy brave, my conqu'ring Britiſh tars, 
« Your courage ſhew - the wiſh'd-for foes at hand, 
„ Shall yield you glories, never equall'd 50. 

* In all the liſts of fame; be Ready, boys! 

0 2 your fire, nor, let a ſingle gun 

* Diſcharge its entrails, till your noble ſhips 
Are cloſely link'd with yonder hoſtile fleet. 
This glorious day, te Firſt of June, ſhall prove 
„ Replete with horror, to the ſons of F rance, 

« Whilſt loyal Britons, ſhall in joyous ſtrains 
Its wonders, ſing, and crown its bleſt return 


With flowing bowls, to ſacred GEORGE's name.“ 


Here ends the chief, and, ſtraight a gen'ral cry 


Of 


TE | 
Of © Lead us on,” prevails; through ev'ry ſhip 


The ardour runs, and Death, or Victory, 


In mighty ſhouts, reſounds unto the ſky. 


Th'oppoſing hoſts, at cables length, apart, 
Begin the bloody work, At once, they ope 
Their num'rous ports, and inſtantly propel 
The murd'ring cannon through their veſſels' ſides. 
A thouſand horrid 3 forthwith burſt, 

And make the world: the wide horizon, round 
Re-ockons to the roar, and, on realms, 
Inceſſant flame, and clouds of ſmoke, involve. | 
Great Howe, (in naval tacties nobly {kill'd,). 
Like Jove's own lightning, ruſhing on his foes, 
Deſtroys their line; then, terror and diſmay 
Pervade them all, and hercer horrors ſeize | 

: Their trembling ſouls, than thoſe, which Thin telt. 
When, in the combat with Eneas, fam'd, 

He, fully conſcious of his pending fate, 

| Beheld the Diræ flutt'ring o'er his eyes. 


High, on the Deck, the vet'ran Hero, ſtands, 


B | And | 
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hand: 'mid the thickeſt thunder of the war, 
Commands his tars,—his daring tars, obey, 
And, all their fury icing on their foes, 
Deal vaſt deſtruction round. The fatal balls, 
By thouſands, flying through their crowded ſhips, 
A dreadful carnage make, and, load their decks 
With heaps of ſlain, while, horrid to behold! 
From ev'ry ſcupper of their lofty tow'rs, 
Runs out a ſtream of human blood apace, 
| Which, falling in the main, for miles around, 
The briny waves, diſcolours evith its hue, 
So cloſely now, the hoſtile navies fight, 
That, on the outſide of their ſpacious ports | 
| Thedefp'rate Frenchmen come, and fix their feet 
On Britiſh ſhips, the while; their. guns they load ! 
But, Howe's brave ſailors, at the inſult, rous'd, 
The bar-ſhot ſnatch, and, on their hapleſs heads 
With whahey rage, inflict the deadly ſtroke, 
Which ſends them, flound' ring, in the gulf below. 
At each broadſide, by Engliſh ſeamen, giv'n, 


Maſts, 188 and rigging, with tremendous craſh 
Come 


| 4261 ) 


Come tumbling in the ſea, and, with them bear 


The fate of hundreds, who, from ſhot efcap'd, 
Their exit, find, within the raging main. | 
So, when a whirlwind, thro” the foreſt ſpreads 
It's potent rage, tall elms, and ſturdy oaks, 
Dnable, longer to ſuſtain its force, | 

Are torn aſunder from their fibrous roots, 


And; ſtretch'd at length, a mighty ruin, liel 


Within his palace, mid the boundleſs deep, 
As NEPTUNE, on his AMPHITRITE's breaſt 
Enamour'd lay, he heard the dreadful roar. | 
Amaz'd, he ſtarts, and, high above the flood 
Eredcts his head; his goddeſs, too, attends, 
And, wond'ring what the. awful tumult makes, 


She, thus interrogates her pow'rful lord: 


What mean theſe lightnings fierce, theſe thunders loud, | 


Which now our ancient, wat'ry world invade 
With greater noiſe, than when the Titans ſtrove 
Thy brother to dethrone ? Not, even then, 


When hills on hills, were pil'd unto the clouds, 
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% Such uproar, huge, prevail'd ! Say; what the cauſe, 
„And who the victors, and the vanquiſh'd are? 
For, if I judge aright, the latter need 


Thy hand to ſcreen them from the conqu'ror's rage.” 


To whom, great NEPTUNE, kindly, thus replies. * 


** Haſt thou, of fam'd Britannia, never heard, 
Who, next ourſelf, is worthieſt to command 
This vaſt domain? For ages hath ſhe reign'd 
* The miſtreſs of the deep, and made the world, 
„ The ſubjeft world, obey her awful frown. 
“ Juſtice, and mercy o'er her land preſide, 
„And Alfred's laws, which, even in the bud 

„ Sg pregnant prov'd with ev'ry good effeR, 


AIs ripen'd, now, in GEORGE's happy reign. 


* Yon conq'ring fleet, ſhe, lately hath equipp'd 

« To curb accurſed FRANCE, whoſe guilty hand 
« Hath'dar'd to ſpill her ſacred Monarch's blood! 
« Th' immortal pow'rs, can yield her no relief,— 
So great her crimes! but, ev'ry God ſhall hurl 


His hotteſt thunder on her deſtin'd head. 


7 My winds ſhall, henceforth, on her navy blow 


« With 


( 28 ) 
« With fatal rage; nor, ſhall her ſons again 


E er prove victorious on my liquid realms. 
„Immortal Howe, th” unerring Fates, decree,. 
Shall captive, tow the proudeſt of her ſhips _ 

** To Britain's ſhore, while all the nations 1 
Shall ſing his praiſe, and hail the glorious deed. 
Thus ſpake the God, and, with his blooming ſpouſe, 
He torthwith plung'd beneath the foaming flood, 
And ſought the regions of his old abode. 


The battle rages! bs amid its roar, 
The gallant BRUNSWICK, nobly combats three 
Of Gallia's ſhips, une ſhe bears | 
Their dreadſul fire, which, like a torrent comes 
From ev'ry quarter, on her batter'd hull. 

She, in her turn, of Britiſh thunder, gives 

A ſample, good; witneſs, one luckleſs ſhip, 
The JACOBIN yclep'd, which, cloſely join's 
in fatal contact with her whole broadſide, 
Receives its dire commute; tk down ſhe goes 
With all her num'rous crew; who, awful ſight! 


Aloud 


7 


( 14 ) | 
Aloud, exulting, meet their deſtin'd ſate.- 
So, may the Houſe of Brunſwick, ever cruſtt 
| Sedition's ſons, and Jacobinic rage! 
From three huge ſhips, the MARLB ROUGH too, alone. 
| Suſtains a dreadful fire: With dauntleſs foul, 
Her great commander, mid a fhow'r of balls, 
Excites his men to launch her thunder forth. 
Her thunder roars! and rids their crowded decks 
Ot half their crews ; the reſt, ply ev'ry Cail, 
And, trembling, fly, to ſhun impending fate. | 


Nor, ſhall the fam'd AUDACIOUS, *fcape unſung ; 
She, ride ſhip ! maintain'd unequal] war | 
With one, the largeſt of the Frenchmen's fleet, 
Amid nocturnal ſhades; long time the fought, 
And pour d ſo well, ker vengeance on the foe, 
That Gallia's fhip, diſmaſted by the fray, 
And, ſorely baiter'd in ber monſtrous hull, 


Her fate experienc'd in old Ocean's Gulf. 2 
| | | But | 
j* This ſhip, it is ſuppoſed, had goo men on board, out of 
which, not a fingle perſon eſcaped. —} This veſſel is thought to 
have been the Revotutionaire of 120 guns. The action hap- 


pened in the night of the 28th May, 


| ( & ) 

But, mid her lay, oh! MONTAGUE, the Muſe 
Laments thy hapleſs lot! Replete with death; | 
The bullet flew, and pierc'd thy gallant breaſt, 
| Whilſt on the deck, thou, bravely, didſl exhort 
Thy hardy tars, to glory and renown. © | 
| Oh, could thy brother, in the bloody firife, | 
His fleet have brought, how would the vetran chief 
Have hurl'd his thunders on proud Gallia's hoſt, 
And fully ſatisfy'd thy martial ſhade! 
He, and his grateful country, now remain, - 
To praiſe thy valour, and deplore thy loſs. 
A HUTF, and HARVEY, richly, too, deſerve 
A tribute from the muſe ; theſe, victims, fall 
To horrid war, and, by their death, enſure 


Unfading laurels, and immortal Fame. 


Now, on all quarters, haughty Gallia's ſhips ” 
Are put to ſhameful rout. | Six, 11 e | 
( Her ſhatter d navy”s pride) and ſafely brings | ? 
To Britain's joyful ſhore; the reſt, eſcape 


His conq'ring fleet, and, crowding evry fail, : 


EEE Colds 
In crippled ſtate, regain their ſadden d ports, 
Or, leaky, founder in the vaſt abyſs. 


Hail, ſacred George! my humble muſe, would fain, 

Before ſhe puts a period to her lay, 
A moment ſing of thee. Thy fame ſhall laſt 
| Till time ſhall end his race; thy loyal ſons, 

For ever foremoſt, 7u/irce to ſupport, _ 

Shall rule the main, and make th'obſequious world 

{In ſpite of fell ſedition and its orew) | 

Obey thy nod; nor, whilſt a HOWE is thine, 

Shall Treaſon vile, or ede rage, 


Eber ſhake the bafis of thy ſolid throne. 
$I. 
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